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~for, nm lowering fuce, predludad any.

8YNOPSIS.

Percival Algernon Jones, wice-

ident of the stropolitan Orlental

g company of New York, thirsting for
mance, ia in Calro on = busincan tﬂP.
race Ryanne arrives at the hotel In
ro with a carefully guarded bundie,
nune sells Jones ths famous holy Yhi-
&l‘:lll rug which he admits having stolen
m & pasha at ad, Jones mesls
jor Callahan and Iater la'introduced to
ortune Chedsoys by a woman to whom
had loaned 1{0 ounds at Monts Carlo
somes months praviously, who turns
out to be Fortune's mother. Jones tniea
Mra. Cledsoye and Fortuna to a polo
game. Fortuno returns to  Jones _the
money borrowed by her mother, Mra
Chedsoye appenrs to ba engaged In some

would blast the unbelleving dog in his
tracks,

What cleverness the mother and
scallawag of an uncle had ahown to
bhave kept the child in ignorsnce all
these years! That she saw darkly, as
through a fog, he was perfectly sure.
Sooner or Iater the storm would burst
upon her innocent head, and then God
nlone knew what would become of
her. Oh, damn the selfish, sordid
world! At that instant a great long-
ing rolled over him to cut loose from
all these evil wehbs, to begin anew
somewhere, even if that somewhere

mysterlous enterprise unknown to the

ughter. Ryanne Interests Jones In tha
nited Romance and Adventurs com-
pany, & concern which for & price will
arranges any kind of an adventure to or-
der, Mre, Chedsoye, her brother, Major
Callalinn, Wallace and Ryanne, as the
United Romance and Adventure company,
Enu a risky enterprise Involving Jones,
yanna makes known to Mes, Chedsoya
hin inténtlon to marey - Fertune. Mre
Chedsoye declarea ahe will not permit It |
Plans are inld to prevent Jones salling |
for home. Ryanne stoals Jones' lotters
and cable dispatches, He wires agent in
Now York, in Jonea® name. that he ia |
renting housa In New York 1o some |
friends. Mahomed, keeper of ths holy
earpet, s on Rynnne's trall. Ryanna
romisgea Fortune that he will see that
ones comen to no harm as a result of his
Ppurchase of the rug.

CHAPTER IX.—(Continued.)

“Ten years ago,” abstractedly.
*What &= lot of things may happen in
ten veara! Deatlis, births, murriages”
he went on: “the gnuffing out of king-
floms and republics; wars, panles,
famine; honor to some and dishonor
to others. It kind of makes a fellow
grind his teeth, Httle girl; it kind of
makes him shut his fsts and long to
run amuck.”

“Why should a strong, Intelligent
man, such ag you are, think like that?
You are resoarceful and unafrald,
Why should you talk Jlke that? You
are young, too. Why ™

Fe stopped and looked full Into her
eyed. "Do you really wish to know?"

“Had I better?” with a wisdom be-
yond her years

“"No, vou had better not. I'm not a
good man, Fortune, as criterlons go.
I've slipped here and there; I've gnm-.
bled and drunk and squandered my
time. Why, in my youth 1 wos &8s
madel & boy ne ever was Perelval
Where the divarication took place I
can't say. There'a always two forks
in the road, Fortune, and many of us
take the wrong one. It's easler going,
Fine excuse; eh? Some persons would
call me a scoundrel, a blackleg; in
some ways, yes. But In the daye to
come I want you always to remember
the two untarnished spots upon my
shield of honor; 1 have never chent-
ed a man at cards nor run awny with
hia wife. The devil must glve me
these merits, however painful it mar
he to bhim. Ten years ngo, only a
doende; good Lord! it's llke & hun-
drrd years ago, sometimes,"

Hortune breathed with difficulty.
Naver before had he taken her into
bhis conlidence to such extent. BShe
essnyed (o speak; the old terror
seemed falrly to smother her. It wes
pot what he had told her, but what
sho wished to but dared not ask. She
was like Bluebeard's wife, only she
bad not the moral courpge to open the
door of the grisly closat. Her
mother, her uncle; what of them, ah,
what of them? The crooked street
yanished; the roar dwindled away;
she was alone, all, all alone,

*I suppose I ought not to have told
you," he sald troubled at the misery
be saw goathered In her eyes and
vaguely consclous of what had written

it thers. “Your mother and uncle
bave been very kind to me, They
know less of me than you do. 1 have

been to them a kind of errandboy; a
bappy-go-lucky fellow, who cheered
them when they had the doldrumas.”
With forced cheerfuluess he again
took her hand and snuggled It under
fils arm, giving it o friendly reassur-
Ing pat. *I'l not spenk to you of
fove, child, but & halr of your lead
{s more precious to me than all Midas'
gold. Whenever I've thouglit of vou,
t've tried to be good. Honestly."

“And can't you go back to the be-
ginning and start apew ™ tremulously.

"Can any one go back? The moving
finger writés. An Lour 18 a terrible
thing when you look to ees what can
“ieppen In it. But, come: sermons!
Td far ratker seo you smile. Won't
you™

Bhe tried to, but to Lim it wns sad-
der than bher tears would have besn,

For nn hour they walked through
the dim and musty strests. He exert-
#d himself 0 amuse her and falrly
sucoosded.  But never did the unac
tountable fear, that presage of mistor.
tune, gleep In her beart. And at lnst,
when he took ler to her carriage and
bade her good-by il dinner, a balf
formed fdea began to grow in her
braln; to save Mr. Jones without be
traying Hyanne,

The Ilatter's edrringe was at the othe
er end of the buznars; sv be sirode
sullenly through the press, rudely el
‘bowing Wose who got In his way. An
pecaslonal curse wus fung after him;
but las holght, his breadth of shoyl

Ahing more sctive, The Momams had
denl of falth ta the eMency of
the jostled ones rested up

were but a wilderness, a clearing in &
forest.

This moment flashed and Was gone.
Next, he reviewed with chagrin and ir
ritation the folly of lls ultimatum of
the preceding night. He had bad not
the glightest semblance of a plan In
his head. Bifted down, he saw his
savapge and senseless humor and the
desire to stlr up discord. Gloconda
wis right. Fortune was above them
all, in feeling, In Instinct, In loyalty.

| What right had he, roisterar by night

that he was, predaceous outlaw, what
right had he to look upon Fortune as
hig own? Harm her! He would have
lopped off his right hand first.

Well, he had but lttle time, and
Percival Algernon called for prompt
actlon. The young fool was smitten
with Fortune. Any one ocpuld see that.
As he shouldered hls pathway to the
carriage, his eyes geelng but not vis-
uallzing objects, three brown men
glided In between him and the car
rlage-atep.

CHAPTER X,
Mahomed Laughs.

The drawlng back of Ryanne's pow-
erful arm was produced by the stimu-
lus of self-preservation; but almost
Instantly thought dominated lmpulse,
and all indleations of belllgerency dis-
appeared. The arm sank, relaxed. It
was not poselble nor polltie that Ma-
homed-El-Gebel meant {o take repris-
al In this congested quarter. Tt would
have galned him no advantage what-
ever. And Ryanne's perception of the
exact sltuation enabled him to Bmile
with the cool effrontery of & man [n-
ured to sudden dangers.

“Well, well! So you have found
your way to Calro, Makomed?"

"“Yes, effendl,” returned Maohomed,
with a gmile that answered Ryanne's
In thought and expression, the only
percelvable difference belng In the ac-
contoated whiteness of his fine teeth.
“Yes, 1 have found you

“And you have been looking for
me T

“SBurely."

Ryanne, with an alry gesture, signi-
fied that he wished to enter hls coar
ringe, Mahomed, with a movement
equally light, Implled hls determina-
tion to stand hls ground.

“In & moment, effendl,”. ho
smoothly.

Mahomed spoke English more or
less fluently, His career of forty-odd
years had been most colorful. Once a
young sheik of the desert, of ample
following, & series of tribal wars left
him unsttached, & wanderer without
tent, village or onlon-patch. He had
first appeared in Cairo. Here he had
of neceesity pleked up a few words of
English; and from a laborer o the cot-
ton fielde he was eventually graduated
to the envied poslition of dregoman or
guide. He tired of this, being nomadic
by Instinet and inclination. He tried
his hand at rugs in Smyrnn, failed, and
found himself gtranded in Constantl-
nople. He drifted, became o steve-
dore, a hotel porter, burying his pride
il that moment when he could, in
dignity and security, resurreot it. For-
tune, hanging fire, relented upon his
uppointment Ag CAVASS O mMessenger
to the Britlsh Consulate, After a
time, he became whiat he consldered
prosperoue; and lke all fanntic pa-
gans of his falth, proposed to recon-
stryct his religlous Ufe™by a pllgrim-
nge to Holy Mecca. While there, he
hnd performed a conelderable service
In behnlf of the future Pasha of Bag-

sald

In his retinue,

Mihomed was not only proud but
wise; and a serles of events, sequences
of his jown shrewdneas, pushed him
forwarll 111 he became In deod, If not
in fact, the Pasha's right-hand man in
Bagdad, That quaint city, removed as
it Is from the ordinary highwaya of
the Orfent, Is still to most of us an
scho remote and mysterlous; and the
prasent Paahlin enjoys great privileges,
over property, over life and death:
nnd 1t Ia not emmrging upon fact to
say that when he deems it nevessary
to lop off a head, he does so, without
consulting hin master (1 Coflstant-
nople. It is all In the business of &
day. Next to his celebrated pearls and
rose-dinmondas; the Pasha held un hin
most preclous tremsure, the Holy
Yhiopdes. And for its loss Mahomed
kaew that his own head rested but fn-
securely upon his lean «That hls
atar was utill In ae he be-
lioved. The Fuaha d not be in
Bagdad for many woelts. . The revoly-
tion ja tinople, tbe sucens of

gromins, satlufiad thnt

the Young Turk parly; made the
Puhnmnuntnnbmumuwa

of
W10 the bear future, ASah | coujoctume  Wuile be tulled tiose

dad, who thereafter gave him a place,
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wires familiar to the politiclan, Ma-
homed set out bravely to recover the
stolen rug. He was prepared tq pro-
ceed to any length to regain ii, even
to the horrible (to hig Orlental mind)
necessity of buying It. He retained
his travel-worn garments clreumspect,
Iy, for none would believe that his
burnouse was well lined with Bnglisk
bank-notes,

“Well? sald Ryanne, whirling his
cane, He was by no mesns at ease,
There was golng to be trouble some
where along the road.

“I have come for the Yhiordes, ef-
fendl."

“The rug? That's too bad. 1 haven't

“Who has?" One fead beset Mahom-
ed's heart; this dog, whom he called
eftend!, might have sold It, since that
must have been the ultimate purpose
of the theft. And if he had sold it
to one who had left Egypt . Ma-
homed's neck grew cold. “Who has
it, effendl? Is the man still in Calro?"”

“Yes. If you and your two friends
will come with me to the Englizsh-Bar,
I'll explain many things to you," gs
sured Ryanne, beginning, as he be-
liaved, to see his way forward. "Don't
be afrald. I'm not setting any trap for
you, I'll tell you truthfully that I
didn't expect to ses you so soon. If
vou'll come along I'll do the best I can
to stralghten out the matter, What do
you say?”"

Mahomed eyed him with keen dis-
trust. This white man was as strong
In cunning a8 he was In flesh. He had
had practical demonstratlons. Stil,
whatever road led to the recovery of
the rug must needs be traveled. His
arm, though it atill reposed In a sling
was not ‘totally Thelpless. It Atood
threa to one, then. He spoke briefly
to his companions, over whom he
seemed to have some authority, These
two Inventorled the smooth-faced Fer-
inghi. One replied. Maghomed ap-
praved. Three to one, and In these
streets many to call upon, in case of
open hostllities. The Engliah-Bar Ma-
homed lknew tolerably well, He had
known It In the lawless and reveling

his; They were rather upon even
terms in the adjudication of each oth-
eor's charaoter.

The English-Bar was not the most
inviting place. Sober, Ryanne had
never darkened its doors, The odor
of garllo prevalled over the lesser
smells of bad cooking, It was lighted
only from the street, by two windows
and a door that swung open all the
days In the year. The windows wera
generally half obscured by bills an-
nonneing  boxingmatches, wrestling-
bouts and the lthographs of cheap
theaters. The walls were decorated
in a manner to please the Inherent
Anglo-Saxon taste for strong men, fast
horses, and pink-tighted Venuses, A
few iron-topped tables littered both
room and sidewalk, and here Wwere
men of a dozen nationalities, slpping
coffee, drinking beer, or solemnly
watching the water-bubbles In their
Sheeghas, or pipes.

A ourlous phase of this class of un-
der-world s that no one ia curlous,
Strangers are never questioned except
when they Invite altention, which they
seldom do. So, when Ryanne and his
quasl-companions entered, there wasn't
the slightest agitetion. A blowsy bar-
mald stood behind the bar, polishing
the copper splgots. Ryanne threw her
a greeting, to which she reaponded
with & smirk that once upon & time
had been a smile. He, belng maste:
of esremonles, selected a table in the
corner. The four sat down, and Ryanne
plunged Intrepldly into the business
under hand. To make a tool of Ma-
homed, if not an ally, toward this he
directed his effort; Half a dozen times,
Mahomed dropped a word In Arable to
the other two, who understood little or
no English,

“8o, you see, Mahomed, that's the
wny the matter stonds. I'm not so
much to blame ne you think, Here
this man Jones has me in a vise, If I
do not get this bt of carpet, oft I go,
Into the durk, Into nothing, 1 handled
you roughly, I know. But could I help
It? It was my throat or yours, You're
no chicken. You and that other chap
made things exciting,” ;

Mahomed accepted this compliment

“I Have
olghties. It would certainly Le neu-
tral ground, since the proprietor was a
Grecl. With a dignified swoep of his
hand, he signed for Ryanne to get Into
the carringe. Ryanne did so, relleved.
He was cortaln that ke could bring
Mahomed round to u ble view
of the affalr. He was aven willing to
give him a lttle monsy. The throe
Araba climbed, iu beside him, and the
journey o the hostelry was made
without talk. Hyants pretended to be
vagtly Interested In the turmoll
through which the carriage rolled, now
wwiltly; now hesitant, now at a stand-
ntill, n'id ngaln tortuounly. Onee Ma-
homed felt beneath his burnousa. for
s mopey; and onoo Ryanne, in' the
pratense of keekiug e «clgar, felt for

Learning by Love Latter,

Come for the Yhiordey, Effend|”

to his prowena in silence. Indeed, he
gaged dreamfly over Ryanne's head,
Thy other fellow wouldn't troubls any
one agaln. To Mahomed it had not
been the batile, man to man; it had
been the guile and trickery leading
up to it. He bad been bested at his
own game, duplicity, and that frked
him. Desath, be, an his kind, Jooked
upon with Orlental passivity, Ab,
well! The game wan to have n seo-
ond Inning, and he proposed to play
it In striotly Orfental ways,

The
m“:.ol f '“'t'in oo ity
va fgr 1" indignantly.
“Why, that's the whole trouble.
my trouble, all

not a piaster, not a plaster! Can't you
understand, I had to do it '

“Is he going to well t7”

“Sell It? Not he! He's 8 collector,
and crazy over the thing"

Mahomed nodded. He knew some
thing of the habits of .collectdrs. "Is
be still in Cairo, ,and where may he
be found 7"

Ryanne began to belleve that the
game was golng along famowaly; Ma-
homed was sure of it.

"He Iz George P. A. Jones, of Mortl-
mer & Jones, rich rug denlers of New
York. Money no ebject.”

Though his face did not show It, Ma-
homed was singularly depressed by
this news, )f this man Jones had
money, of what use was his little pack-
et of notes?

“I must have that rug, effendl
There are two reagons; it Is holy, and
the loss of It means my head.”

"Good riddancal™ thought Ryanne, &
sympathetic look upon his face.

“What have you to suggest In the
way of a plan?" asked Mahomed.

Rynnne felt n tingle of jubilation.
He saw nothing but plain-sailing into
port. But Mahomed had arranged to
gulde his eraft into the whirlpool. Un-
to himselft he kept up a ceaseless re-
fteration of—"Patience, patlence, pa-
tlence!"

Sald Ryanne: “You do not care how
you get the rug, so long ae you do get
ity

"No, effendl.” Mahomed smliled.

“A little rough work wouldn't dis-
turb youl"

"No, It would not.”

“Well, then, llsten to me. Buppose
you arrange to take my frlend Jones
into the desert for s little trip. Be
his dragoman for a while, In fact,
kldnap him, abduct him, steal him.
You can hold him in ransom for the
rug and a nlce lttle sum of money
bealdes.”

“Can they do such things these days
in Calro?"

“Why not?"

“Truly, why not?" Mahomed sat
thoughtfully studying the oulrageous
prints on the cracked walls. Had he
dared he would have laughed. And
he had thought this dog cunning be-
yond all his kind! *“I agree, But tha
arrangements I must leave to you.
Bring him here at nilne o'clock to-
night,” he continued, leaning across
the table impressively, “and I will
glve you one hundred pounds Eng-
lish."

Ryanne quickly assumed the expres-
ifon needed to meet guch splendid
news, “I sny, Mahomed, thit s pretty
square, after what has passed between
us."

“It {a nothing," gallantly.

If Ryanne lsughed In his sleeve, Ma-
homed certalnly found ample room in
his for such gllent and figurative cach-
Innatlons. He knew very well that
Ryanne had recelved a goodly sum for
his adventure. No man took his life
In his hand to cancel fan obligation
which was not based upon diainterest-
ed friendship; and already the man
had disnvowed any such quality, Also,
he bad not been a seller of ruga him-
self, or guardian of the Yhiordes all
these years, without having had some
contact with collectors. Why, 1f there
was one -person dear at this moment
to Mahome” Hl-Gebel's beart, It was
this man sitting opponite. And he
wantad him far more eagerly than the
rug; only, the rug must be regained,
for its logse was a passport Into para-
dise; and he waen't quite prepared to
be recelved by the hourls.

“Mr. Jones, then, shall be here
promptly at nine,” declared Ryanne,
beckoning the barmuld. "What will
you have?”

Mahomed shook his head. His two
companions, gathering the significance
of the gesture, likewlse declined.

"A smoke, then?"

A smiling negative,

“Bewarg of the Greek bearing gifts,”
lnughed Ryanne, "All right., You
won't mind If T have o beer to the suc-
cess of the venture?”

“"No effendl.”

Ryanne dronk the lukewarm bev-
erage, while Mahomed toyed with his
turquolse ring, that sacred badge of an
honorable pligrimage to Holy Mecen.

“The young lady, effendl; she was
very proity. Your slster? casually in-
quired Mahomed.

“Oh, no. She I8 a young lady I met
at the hotsl the other day.”

The llar! thought tke Moslem, as he
recalled’ the llght In Ryanne's eyes
und tho tenderness of his smlles, Ap-
parently, howaever, Mahomed lodt in.
terest directly. “At nine o'clock to-
night, then, this collestor will arrive
to become my guest?”

“By hook or erook,” was the an-
swer. “I'Tl have him here. Cask upon
dellvery, aa they say."

“Cash upon delivery,” Mahomed re-
pented, the phrase belng familiar to
his tongune.

“Frankly, I want this man out of the
way for a while." .

“Yeu. I want a little revenge for the
way he has trested me.”

“So 1t I revenge™™ softly, Traltor
oun to both nldes.

“Ang Fwen T got bim hera?”

"Laave the rest o me"

- —

pressed him. And besldes, he was too
anxioun to be rid of Jones to conslder
the possibilities of Mahomed's state
of mind. :

He got up, pald his score, turned n
Jest for the amuseiment of the bar
maid, and went out to hls carrlage
His deduction still fallow, he rode

—

away. Lord! how easy It had bean’

Not a hitch anywhere. And hers, for
days, he had imagined all soris of
things, and his dreams, = jumble of
dungeons, of tortures. He understood.
The old rascal's own head hung In the
balance, That's what saved him. To
Muhomed the rug was ths paramount
feature; revenge (and he knew that
Mahomed was longing madly, flercely
for it) must wait. And when Mahom-
ed turned his attentlon to this phase,
why, he, Ryanne, would be at the oth-
er slde of the Atlantie. It wns very
hard not to drop off at Shepheard's
and confide the whole droll conspiracy
to a bottle with & green and gllded
neck. But, no; he had had no sleep
the nlght before; wine and want of
rest would leave him witless when the
time came to see that'Percival was
safely stowed away. A flne joke, &
monstrous fine joke! By-by, Percival,
old chap; pleagant journey. The Unit:
ed Romance and Adventurs company
gives you this lttle romance upon pf
proval,. If you do not lke it, return
it . . . if you canl

Mabomed sat perfectly still in his
chalr. His two companions watlched
him earefully., The mask had fallen,
and thelr magter's face was not pleas
ant to see. Buddenly he laughed. The
barmald stopped at her work. B8he
had somewlere heard laughter llke
that. It gave her a shiver. Where
had she heard 14?7 Yes, that was It, A
man who hsd played the devil in an
opera called Fawst or something like
that., Would she ever see denr old
fogey London again? With a vain sigh
she went on ringing the glaeses and
coffee-cups.

When George rolled out of bed It
wne eleven, He bathed and dressed,
absolutely content, regretlese of the
morning hours he had wasted. Truth
to tell, he hadn't enjoyed sleep &0
thoroughly In weeks. He get to work,
ridding the room of its cluttet of
books and clothes and what-nots.
Might aa well get the bulk of his pack-
ing out of the way while he thought
of It

Why had he been in such a dreadful
hurry to pull out? Cairo was just now
the most delightful place he knew ol
To leave behind the blue skles and
wirm sunshine, and to face Instend
the biting winds and northern snows,
rather digpirited him. He pnused, a
palr of trousers dangling from hia
hand, Pshaw! Why not admit It
frankly and honestly? Wherever For
tune Chedeoye was or might be, there
was the deleciable country., He
hadn't thougbt to ask her when ghe
wag to leave, nor whither she was to
go, The abruptness with which ahe
had left him the night before puzeled
rather than disturbed him. Oh, well;
thia old planet was nelther so deep
nor #o round &s It had once been.
What with steamships and railroads,
the so-called four ends were drawn
closely together, He would ask her
casually, aa if it did not partieaiarly
matter. In Naples it would be an easy
matter to ehange his booking to New
York., From Naples to Mentons was
only a question of a fow hours,

“1 doesn't seem possible, George,
old hoy, does 1t? But it's true; and
there's no use trylng to fool yourself
that it Isn't. Fortune Chedsoye; it
#ill be & shame to add Jones to it;
but I'm golog to try.”

He pressed down the last hook, the
last eollar, the last palr of shoes, and
sat upon tha 1id of the trunk. He
growled a little. The lock was always
bothering him. It was wonderful how
many thinge s chap could take out of
n trunk and how plagued few be could
put back, It did not seem to relleve
the pressure if he added a steamer
trunk here or a sult-caso there; there
was alwnys just so much thers wasn't
any room for. Truly, it needed a wom
an's hand to pack a trunk. Howaver
his mother in the old school-days had
got all his belongings into ome trunk
was still an unsolved mystery, =
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Streets of St. Petersburg Are 3
" Semi-Oriental Sight.

» W
Houses Like Huge Human Hives—
' No Crowds Permitted to Congregate
and Newsboys Are Prohiblted
From Calllng Thelr Wares.

Bt. Petershurg—As one moves
about the streets, he Is. struck most
of all by the wasteful use of space.
It is at onoe apparent that Petersburg
never slowly evolved from embryonie
beginnings. But It would be unwise
to proceed further in deéderibing Pat-
ersburg’s streets without noting the
fact that she has two kinds of strests,
namely, the Nevsky Prospect and
others, An ordinary “politza” or
street except late In the afternoon
(when Patersburg wakes up!), is a
semi-Oriental sight. Save on court
holidays, when each house Is required
to hang out the national flag, there
Ie no color In the etreets, the houses
are dun colored and monotonously
allke. There are no hills, no small
nomes, no large ones—just huge, hu-
man hives with courts In the rears,
and leons constantly lit by tiny oll
lamps In the front.

There is little nolse. No crowds
gather; the newsboys are not allowed
to eall their wares; h‘?ds. hand or-
gans or strest vendors/ seldom dis-
turb this molemn clty of the north.
Even the tram cars creep by nolse-
lessly; they are "curve-squeal” and
rattle proof.

Ah, but how different, kaleldoscopic
Nevaky Prospect! It {s the Fifth ave-
nue, the Unter den Linden, the Re-
gent street of Russin's capltal. Less
than three mileg long, it Is yet one
of the world's really unlque highways,
There I8 nothing ke it elsewhera.
Some visitors ¢ome and go; others
atay; but foreigners never seem to
weary of gazing upon this pecullarly
varied, marvelously . cosmopolitan
pight. Over the spacious wooden
pavement between the two low banks
of glittering stores, flows & motley
stream of traffle. Here the ‘ends ol
the earth seem to meat. Hverybody
from everywhere rushes hither and
thither, Red French  automobiles,
their horns singing tuneful, metallic
ditties, swerve and dodge about

ragged peasants bearing burdens with
wooden shoulder yokes or driving
primitive,  home-made carta. Royally
appointed equipnges; fiaunting purple
plumes and golden braid, prance se-
dately by, while continually up one
and down the other pours a
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steady torrent of cabs.. Perhaps &
funeral s creeplng by (people die
much in Petersburg); the golden, tin-
seled casket in the shabby, boat-like
cart flames brilllantly in the sunlight,
and peasants stride proudly by It as
though they are escorting a prize
pumpkin to market. Inexhaustibie ls
the fascination of this animated thor-
oughfare, ]

And the people! How varled and
gay are the colors! How dazaling
are the uniforms, the Parislan gowns,
the lashing of trailing swords! Sol-
dlers armed céapa-pie scom to make
up half the parading multitude. They
meet, halt, salute and pnss on. On
the Neveky Prospeot thero is time for
everything. There ars Frenchmen,
Germans, Dutohmen, Finns, Tartnars,
The women are beautiful, Every
true male Russlan presents a study
in whiskers. It I8 the land of the
groat unshaved. There {8 & peasnnt
sweeping the street with a witeh
broom, of twigs—n tattered edition of
Wlatol himeolf! Before the 'street
feons tha falthful halt, bow, ecross
themselves ynd murmur a phrasge of o

Here the natlons of Hurope pass (n
review. What o potpowrrl of
punges, sentimonts; traditionas and cul-
turcs boila snd mixes and disappears
Into o thin, black rivulet far down at
the further snd of Russli’s one fas-
clnating, nervous highways, the
Noviky Prorpeat! .

BEAR ROUTED BY TOBACCO

Ohloan, 8o Story Goss, Narrowly Es
capes Hugging by Accurate and
Timaly Spitting,

prayer. What a human melange! -




